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I want to write a love poem, 
or if not, say something limp 
like azaleas, mottled brown 
with road-dust at blossom’s end,
then beaten by a storm—  
the skirt o f petals 
pressed in pine straw, 
fuchsia faded into brown.
If not the sun’s spiraling ray,
I’ll settle for dust
along this windowsill,
my arm dropped over the sofa’s back,
legs sprawled, clammed to the sheetcover;
these brown boxes-taped, labeled
for the move. I’ll say something strong,
like a new life, but still
I linger in this old way, over the pier I built
into the marsh, the redwing’s nest,
the alligator’s tail-swash in the saltgrass,
the no-see-um’s unbearable swarm and bite,
and in the heat, the calm between us.
I’ll say love then.
The bed unsheeted, bare.B
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